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jr The mojl Imentahle T ragedie 

For no name fits thy nature but thy ownc. 

Tamora. Giue me the pcynard, you rtiall know my boiesi 
Your mothers hand lliaH light your mothers wrong. 

‘'Demet. Stay Madam, heerc is more belongs to her, 

Fir ft thrafh the come, then after burne the ftraw.* 

This minion flood vpon her chaftitie, 

Vpon her Nuptiall vow, her loyaltie, 

And with that painted hope, brauc j y our mightincs. 

And fliall ftie cany this vnto her graue. 

Chiron. And if Ihe doe, I would I were an Euenuke, 

Drag hence lier husband to fbmc fecrete hole, 

Atid make his dead trunke pillow to our luft. 

T* amora. But when ye haue the honny we delire. 

Let not this wafpe out-liue vs both to ftmg. 

Chiron. I warrant you madam, we will make that liirc : 
Come miftris, now perforce we will enioy. 

That nice preferued honeftic ofyours. 

Lauinia. Oh T amora, thou beareft a womans face. 

T amora. 1 will not licare her fpeake, away with her. 

Lauinia. Sweet Lords intreate her hcare me but a wotd. 

Demet. Liften faire Madam, let it be your glory 
T o fee her teares, but be your hart to them 
As vnrelenting Flint to drops of rainc. 

Lamnia. When did the Tigers young ones teach the dam. 
O doe not Icarnc her wrath, llie tauglifit thee. 

The millcc thou fuckft from her did turne to Marble, 

Euen at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny, 

Yet eucry mother breedesnot fonnes alike. 

Doc thou intreate her fliew a woman pitty. (baftard \ 

Chiron. Whatwouldft thouhauemcprooucmyfelfe a 

Lauinia. Tis true the Rauen doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yet haue I heard, Oh could I Endeit now. 

The Lion moued with pittie did indure 
T o haue his princely pawes parde all away s 
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of Titus Andronicus, 

Some fay that /^auens fofter forlorne children, 

Xhe wMft their ownc birds faniifh in their ncuS : 

Oh be to me though thy hard hart fay no, 

Mothing fo kind but fomthing pittifull. 

Xamora. I know not what it meanes, away with her. 

L^inia. Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers fake. 

That ‘’■aue thee life when well he might haue flaine thee, 

Be not obdurate, open thy deafe ycares. 

T amora. Hadft thou in perfon nere offended me, 

Euen for his fake am I pittilelfe. 

Remember boyes I powrd forth teares in vaine. 

To fauc your brother from the facrifice. 

But fierce nyfndronicus would not relent. 

Therefore away with her, and vfe her as you will. 

The worfc to her the better lou’d of me. 

Lauinia. Oh Tamora, be call’d a gentle Quecne, 

And with thine owne hands kill me in this place. 

For tis not life that I haue begd fo long, 

Poore I was flaine when 'Bafciatim didc. 

T amora. What begft thou then fond woman let me go c ? 

Lauinia. Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell, 

Oh keepe me from their worfc than killing luft. 

And tumble me into fome lothfome pit, 

Where ncucr mans eye may behold my body, 

Do'6 this and be a charitable murderer. 

T amora. So Ihould I rob my fweet fonnes of their Fee, 

No let them latisfie their luft on thee. 

Lemetrim. Awsy for thou haft ftaide vs heere too long. 
Lauinia. No grace,no womanhood,ah bcaftly creature. 
The blot and enemy to our gcnerall name, 

Confufionfoll. (husband, 

Chiron. Nay then ilc ftoppe your mouth, bring thou her 
This is the hole where jiron bid vs hide hitu , 
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